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WINTER. 


“ By gloomy twilight half reveal’d, 

With sighs we view the hoary hill. 

The leafless wood, the naked field, 

The snow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 

“ No music warbles through the grove. 

No vivid colours paint the plain ; 

No more with devious steps I rove 
Through verdant paths now sought in vain.” 

Let those who rejoice in the fulness and fresh- 
ness of youth, listen to the voice of the closing 
year ; and pause in the summer of their days, and 
listen to the moral of winter. The close of the 
year is full of instruction, and moves us to read 
in it lessons of virtue and religion. As the white 
snow descends from the heavens to the earth, and 
warms and dissolves upon the cold and wintry 
ground, so may the pure mercy of providence drop 
upon us in the winter of our days. 

« >Tis not in Spring, in Summer, in the sun, 

The cloudless sky, and the reposing storm 
The soul can glean such lessons,— these awake 
Thoughts of light interest ; vacant joyfulness j 
Fantastic visions j but the dim aspect 
Of all earthly beauties fading— the hoarse winds— 
The heavy clouds— and the unsheltered fields, 

Call to the silent home the wandering thoughts j 
Hushes unruly passions, quenches pride j 
And in a still voice whispers to the heart, 

“ prepare, for thy departure is at hand.” 

There is something extremely melancholy in 
the fall of the leaf, by which process the trees are 
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stripped of all their beauty, and left as so many 
monuments of decay and desolation, and leads us 
to reflect that all the pleasures of this world will 
endure but for a season, and that in a few years 
they will flee away, and leave us tenants of the 
tomb. 

“ The dead leaves strew the forest walk, 

And withered are the pale wild flowers. 

The frost hangs blackening on the stalk. 

The dew-drops fall in frozen showers. 

Gone are the spring’s green sprouting bowers. 
Gone summer’s rich and mantling vines. 

And Autumn with her yellow hours. 

On hill and plain no longer shines.” 


